The Tr Age die of Hamlet 

Let him goe Gcrtrard % doe not fcare our perfon. 

There’s iuch diuinit e doth hedge a King, 

That freafon can but pqcpe fo what it would, 

A^s little of his will, cell m t Laertes 

Why thou art thus inccnft, let him goc ^ertrard. 

Speake roan. 

Laer. VV here is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

£Luee. But not by him. 

King. Let him demaund his fill. 

Liter. How came he dead, Tie not bciugled with, 

To hell allegiance, vo wes to the blackeft dcuill, 
Confciencc and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt 1 Hand, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

Let come what comes, onely 1’lc be reueng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King • Who fhall flay you? 

Lacr. My will, nor all the worlds 2 
And for my meanes lie husband them fo welfj 
They fhall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes , if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deere Father, i’ll writ in vour leucnge, 

That foopflake, you will draw bothfticml and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

Laer . None but his enemies, r 

King . Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide 1’le opc my armes, 
And like the kind life- rendring Pelican, 

Repaft them with my blood. 

King. W hy now you fpeake 
Like a good child, and a true Gentleman* 

That I am guiltlefTe of your fathers death. 

And am moft fencibly in griefc for it, 

It (hall as leuell to your judgement pearc 
As day dooes to your eye. noyfi within 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now* what noyfc is thaM 


Prince of Denmark- 

n heatc, dry vp my braincs, (cares fcauen times fait 
0 „ , he fence and vertue of mine eye, 

nTeauen thy madnes fhall be payd with weight 
' Tc our fcale turne the beame.O Rofe of May, 

Kayd,kindC(ter>eet^, 

0 heauens, iO poffiblc a young maids vvns 

""hi,; mortall as a poore mans life. . 

^ Oph They bore him bare-faflc on the Deere, Sc»g- 

And in his graue rain’d many a teare, 

It could not mooue thus. 

Ooh. Youmuftfingadowncadowne, 
aXou call him a do wn. a. O how the wheelc become .1, 
f is ill falfc Steward that Hole his Mainers daughter. 

I my. This nothing’s more then matter. , ■ 

Oph There’s Rofemary, thats for remembrance, pray you loue re- 
member, and there is Pancies, (hats for thoughts. 

Ucy A document in madnes, thoughtsand remembrance fitted. 

Oph/. There’s Fennill for you, and Colernbines, therms Jvewe foi 
you & hecre’s fome for me, we may call it herbe of Cnee a Sonda , 
youtnay weave your Rcwe with a difference, there s a Dafic, I wou d 
giue you feme Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. _ 

Laer. Thought and affiiftions, paffion, hell it Icltc 
She turncs to fauour and to prettincs. 

Oph . And wila not come againe, Song. 

And wil a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy deathbed, ) ^ 

He neuer will come againe* 

His beard was as white as fnoWj 
''Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and wc call away mone, 

God a mercy on his foule, and of all ChriOians fouler 
God buy you. 

Laer. Doc you this 6 God. 

King Laertes, I muft commune with your gnefe, 

Or you deny me light, goc but apart. 
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